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lence of feeling far greater than his. You could
see this in her eyes, which gradually lost the melan-
choly of childhood, and glowed with a fierce, startled
look through the long black hair, which hung in
disorder about her pale brown face. The village
women, who never tired of following Nanchohami's
lead in jeering at Karlinahami and Punchi Menika,
soon learned to respect the passionate anger which
it was so easy to rouse in Hinnihami.
And the passion of her anger was equalled by the
passion of her attachment to Silindu and Punchi
Menika.' The women soon learned that it was as
dangerous to abuse in, her presence her father or
her sister, as to risk a gibe at the girl herself. It
was always remembered in the village how, when
Angohami once, worked up by the bitterness of her
own tongue, raised her hand against Punchi Menika,
Hinnihami, then a child of eight, had seized the baby
which the woman was carrying on her hip and flung
it into the tank water.
Hinnihami had taken no part in the discussion
about her sister's marriage. But when Babun took
Punchi Menika to live with him in the hut which
he had built, she felt an instinctive dislike towards
him, a feeling that she was being robbed of some-
thing. Her father and her sister were everything to
her: for she had never felt for Karlinahami the blind